Love is a Sunday Dinner ° *“ 


Grandma’s presentation of Sunday dinner, fried chicken with all the trimmings, was a true labor of 
love. A farm-wife all her adult life, she raised, grew and prepared everything served to her family; 
meals cooked so heavenly using a wood stove that the local’s say they heard that angels’ petitioned 
invitations to her table. Each dinner began months beforehand with chicken hatchlings she 
separated to nurture as fryers. These pullets and roosters, confined to a feeding pen for months, 
were hand fed until her watchful eyes deemed them table ready. Meanwhile, in a kitchen garden 
she grew and harvested at ripe-perfection corn, potatoes and many other good things. Food her 
family did not immediately eat, she hand prepared, home canned and stored for later. On the big 
day, Grandma awoke hours early, dressed and then headed for the barn to fetch and prepare a few 
plump chickens. She dispatched, cleaned and cut them into serving pieces before delivery to her 
kitchen. After that, she prepared side dishes of fresh or home canned vegetables: corn, green beans, 
and more! Mashed ‘potatoes and gravy’ was second only to the chicken: king chicken and queen 
potatoes with gravy sat on the thrones of her table. After peeling and boiling potatoes, Grandma 
processed them manually using a potato ricer. It is a handled, cone shaped, metal-mortar utensil 
about twelve inches long with rows of small holes in it similar to a colander. To make mashed 
potatoes, a peeled, cooked spud is placed in the large end of a ricer; then using a cone-shaped 
wooden pestle to force it through the opposite end holes, it is mashed through the funnel holes into a 
bowl. At best, this was a laborious and tedious job in an age lacking time and labor saving kitchen 
devices. Notwithstanding, her hard work created many wonderful things. With timely precision 
pacing guest arrival, she breaded and began frying chicken pieces while also baking either biscuits 
or muffins. Shortly thereafter, guests began arriving following myriad breadcrumb-trail-aromas 
wafting from her kitchen; at Grandma’s house everyone was welcome and there was always enough 
to eat. Though a one-woman show, helpful women soon filled her kitchen lending a hand and 
gossiping while men visited elsewhere remaining in proximity to the table. Being late for dinner 
meant missing all the choice pieces: it pays well to be watchful and today is one such occasion. 
Heavenly fragrances heightened anticipation and incited growling stomachs to a roar as women 
began delivering bowls of steaming food to the dining room. Soon, everyone except Grandma 
assembled befitting a king’s banquet without equal. Almost on queue, she arrived from paradise 
carrying a huge platter of fried chicken, and set it at the place of honor for everyone to savor before 
sitting down. All conversation ceased but for a few hurried words of grace followed by busy, 
dining sounds and yummy noises made by diners. Grandma was in her majesty. After the feast, 
well-fed men retired outdoors for a drink, a smoke, a chaw or just to chew-the-fat; meanwhile 
women catching up on last minute gossip, helped clear the table, clean and wash up in and about the 
kitchen. Though exclusively her domain, today Grandma appreciated their help as the long day 
ebbed towards sunset. Throughout life, I never forgot that tireless woman’s labors of love; it was 
decades after her death before I fully appreciated her sacrifices in creating and serving Sunday 
meals to her family and friends. My life long affinity for fried chicken began when first meeting 
Grandma in her kitchen, as an irritable, teething, 3-year-old toddler. While fussing about in my 
mother’s lap, Grandma handed me a chicken drumstick to gnaw; it was love at first bite. She 
understood how make a little guy happy — using her special joy shared with everyone who visited 
grandma’s kitchen and home. Story inspiration: The fondest memory I have from childhood is my 
grandmother. 


